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SOME LETTERS OF
The lazy Charles at noon; the long Salt meadows; the slow beat of oars; Faint cheery calls; across the moors The great tower rising like a song:
Till we can only bow the head, Waiting the Mother's gracious ken, And reach across the years to when We, too, may say as those have said:
'Fair Harvard! Mother fair and grand! Behold, we are thy children too; Great mother from whose breast we drew The larger strength of brain and hand!
Lo, have we borne a knightly sword? Thy kiss was misty on the blade! Lo, men's hearts have we stirred and swayed? Thou puttest in our mouth the word!'"
The year after his graduation Moody spent in stud at Cambridge, eking out a slender income by th editorial labors on Bulfinch's Mythology with Mi Lovett to which the letters refer, and in other way* Then came a year as instructor in English compositio under his friend Professor Lewis E. Gates, and in th spring of 1895 the summons to Chicago Universit which took him thither in the following fall.
During his two graduate years at Harvard he wrot a good many poems, but they were for the most pai immature and more or less imitative of Keats, Roi setti, Walt Whitman, and especially Browning. A
12te years he was already keenly aware of the quality of Harvard, and what is more, conscious of his personal debt to its traditions. senses five doth peer As a fawn from the green windows of a wood."
